LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

but there are things which one cannot discuss/'
and we then spoke of other matters.

Our guests worked, supped, played at piquet, at
whist, at chess, as usual. The game of chess was
very serious. The Bernese gentleman was teach-
ing Cecilia how to play according to " Philidor,"
which manual I had procured for her. My lord,
whom that did not at all amuse, had relinquished
his usual place and had asked if he might join in a
rubber of whist. At the close of the evening,
seeing Cecilia sewing, he said to her: " You have
refused me all the winter, mademoiselle, a purse
or a pocket-book. I must, however, now when I
am going away, take with me a * souvenir' of you
and you must permit me to leave you one of me."

" By no means, my lord," she replied; " if we
are never to meet again we should do much better
to forget each other."

" You have great firmness, mademoiselle," he
said, " and you say * never meet again * as if you
were saying nothing of consequence."

I had drawn near to them so I now broke in:
ec There is firmness indeed in Cecilia's phrase; but
you, my lord, have it in your mind, which is far
more admirable."

" I, madam? "

"Yes; when you spoke of departure and
e souvenir' you were certainly thinking of an
eternal separation."

" That is quite certain," said Cecilia, forcing
herself for the first time in her life to put on an air
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